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NE cold winter's evenlng two men
were talking earnestly in a private
ropm belonging to a ocertain restau-

rant just off Soho.

It was not a very reputable place, but
thnt was precisely the reason why Ferdi-
pand Horley chose it. Its owner wns not a
man of great reputation, nor above lending
his ald In a tranenction that many bonest
men wonld have turned thelr backs upon,

“Now, you have only to do your part,”
observed Ferdinand Horley, who possessed a
long, thin face, weak eyes, and a general
shiftiness of manner.

“I belleve 1 have thought of everything.
But, for goodness' sake, keep Clara out of
the way, Stiles. Any wilness would ruln
the whole thing, And my cousin Jullan Is
an impressionable sort of fellow—a verl-
table fool, you might say, 1 only want him
to quarrel with me, do you see? I'll provide
chuse enough, trust me, But any woman
mixed up in the business would spoil the
whole concern.'

Mork Stlles nodded, as he curled his
carefully waxed moustache.

His cllent was poaylog him .n wery stiff
price for his whare in the matter—that ls,
it it was successful. Aund the price was
quite large enough to justily his eclosing his
rextaurant to the general public for one
day. What mattered It if he chose to give
iz employees o holiday and superintend
the dinner of Just two guests with his own
bands?  Troe, there wias  his  daughter
Clara; but he could wend her to spend the
evening with some nelghbors.

“1'Il see to everything, Mr., Horley: you
may trust me, Nothing shall interfere with
your plans.”

And, analyzed, they seemoed slmple
wnough, savoring of hodpltality and a wish
to do honour to hia youong cousin Jullan,
who had Just suceeeded to the family es-
tate in Suffolk at the death of his father,
Ferdinand Horley waw his Arst cousin, and
in the event of such a cvontingency happen-
ing—namoly, that Jullan should die without
helrs—the estate would pass to  himself,

Ferdinand, being o man “about town,™
not rich, but fairly comfortable In eireums-
stances, was anxions that his cousin should
not spend a lonely time any lopger in his

fine but gloomy old mansion not far from
Colchester. So he wrote him a pressing
Invitation,

“Come up and share my bachelor's lone-
liness, old chap, and we'll have & few
pleasant days together."

Perhaps Ferdinaad Horley felt he wauted
romething pleasant In  his  life just at
present ; for to contemplate bille that he
oould not pay smnd writs that he could not
evnde was apything but a cheering pros-
pect.  He argued to himself that he wan
uncommonly hardly used. Here was a
young fellow of three-and-twenty, who had
pever Known a  moment's care, after a
brief but brilliant ecareer at school and col-
lege, suddenly tumbling Inte a position of
enwe and pleaty for the remalnder of hiw
Jite: while here was he, himwelf, just on
the verge of bankruptcy, living from hand
to mouth, dependent on the mercy of his
tormenting ereditors, Why they had been
so long wuffering he hardly knew, except,
erbaps, It might be on account of the
ittle fiction he Invented of Jullan's exceod-
ingly frall state of health, which might
result in sudden collapse at any moment.

But in time that would do no good. His
position was really desporate. Then, after
a long evening's thinking, a new light hnd
gleamed In his eyes, not o pleasant one, and
he got up hastily, found pen and paper, and
wrote off to hix cousin.

The result of the letter was satisfactory.
Juling wonld willingly exchange the gloomy
surroundings of his ancestral home, where
he knew so few Criends, for the delighte of
gay  London.

But he did not mention to his cousin
there was yet another Inducement for his
ncceptance, Mre. Molyneus, his nearest
nelghbour in  the distriet, was to be in
town, and Fedore, her daughter, accom-
panled her, Ferdinand Horley wan deeply
in love with Fedore, having met her several
timex at his uncle's house In Boutbom. But
Julian had won her heart.

“"You are going to town, too?" she sald
in her sweet, winplng manner, when he
apprised her of his iIntention. “How de=
lightful. [ will ses that mother menids you
a card for my birthday ball. It s on the
26th of January. And, of course, wo must
not forget your cowsin, Mr. Horley, as you
will be staying with him."
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This was sald demurely, with eyes a l:‘m?"
T,

downoast. Fedore was a beautiful

ifted with strong lnlultjvwcr. Bhe

¢w @ good man from a one. And
she never liked nor trusted Ferdinand Hor-
loy. His face haunted her with its weak
shifty expresslon and eyes that never lmu{
quite straight at her,

An the travelers electad to reach London
oni the same day, and chose the same train
by which to travel, it was not an unlikely
thing but that the young fellow would
eschew the smoking-carriage and beg per-
mission to seat himself in the compartment
with Mrs. Molyneux and her pretty daugh-
ter, So when the terminus was reached a
very unplensant surprise was in store for
Ferdinund Horley, and one that made him
clonch his hands for a second and gnash his
teeth with rage. For no soonmer did the
traln empty itself of its passengers than
Ferdinand perceived his cousin Jullan with
two ladies In tow—one elderly, the other
the pretty Fedore, whom he bad long se-
cretly worshipped.

Now, what on earth were they doing In
London? And why must they choose this
very time, when he most wanted hls cousin
all to himself? It seemed, after all, as if »
womun was going to complicate things,

Yet he was thoroughly master of him-
solf In a moment, and advanced with smil-
jng face to greet the arrivale

“What a charming surprise!” he sald, as
he shook hands with the Indies. “Jullan,
you Humbug! I know now why Yyou were
anxious to exchange o country existence for
a town one!"

He looked longingly into Fedore's beau-
tiful face, with its plgunnt expresilon. He
had never seen ber look so supremely hap-
py. And there was a little lingering over
the farowells between the young people that
made him feel downright savage. The
proughnim was walting for Mrs. Molyneux
and her daughter, But Julinn inslsted on
pecing them Into it

“Hemember, we expsct you on the 26th!™
ghe eald, Then she waved ber hand, and
the Iadies drove away.

When they were gone Jullan saw to his
own luggage, and when Ferdinand wis seut-
ed with him in the bansom bhe turped to
bim and wrung his hand In gratitude.

“Good old chap to ask me up!” he sald
rapturously. “I'm golng to have o rat-
tling good time, too! The Molynouxs

He stopped short. There was & look up-
on his cousin's face he did not understand
It was almost scornful.

“1 sny, Jullan, hald on! You've come up
to stay with me, haven't you? Hut you
seomed to be making arrangements with-

out any reference to that.”
“0Oh, it's only for Thuriday, the 26th
Mre. Molyneux has asked us both, They

have n kid's party on, and 1 promised—"
“Oh, well, we won't quarrel over that!"
exdlalmed his cousin plensantly. “We'll
dine together quletly, you and I; and then
we'll Put in mn appearance at the kid's
arty."
3 h‘lz more was sald, but Jullan saw enough
fn the fow minutes he had spent In his
cousin's company to know that something
ailed Ferdinand, Perhaps the poor chap
was hard up. He must get him to con-
fide In him. Perhaps he could do some-
thing for him. It was deuced hard lines to
be :lrd up, especially when one was not
used to it

IL

Clara Stiles was surprised beyond meas-
ure when she was told there W uld be mo
work for her that evening. *She scarcely
credited her father when he Informed her
the restaurant would be closed to the public
all day. Only two visitors would dine there
in the evening, and they were Mr. Ferdi-
nand Herley and his cousin, Mr. Julian,

Clara pursed up her lips ominously. She
hated Mr. Ferdinand Horle‘. He bad tried
to trifle with her; once he had met her
upon the stairs in a dark corner, and
even dared to kiss her, She had wiped
away the insult with as sound a baox upon
the ear as the situation allowed. But the
matter rapkied In her mind. Years ago,
her father had been butler and valet to Mr.
Ferdinapd's uncle. She supposed Mr. Jullan
was the heir: but what sort of a man be
could be to be on friendly terms with hin
cousin Ferdinand she could enly guess at.
She was sorry for him, if he were a nice
young fellow; If not, it did not matter.

Permission was given to Clara to pay ber
friends a visit ihat evening, but It was a
permission of which she wan not _able to
avail berself; for & terrible headache at-
tacking her, she was only able to llo down
upon tll' small bed In the room over the
dining apartment, and for a long time she
all consclousness
She did mot know that her fathor with
bands laid the Ié:‘tle’ ubll: lt::

guests, wing n
by a large folding

rent of room.
with a brl&t fire burning, the
tint of the

beginning to fall
So Jullan Horley when he
mﬂ into it In company with hin cousin
inand. The latter wan paler than usunl,
& trife nervous,

i

‘.J";un.r -~ ith his bheart
w

m'uu when be remembered theo
store for him—Tfor they had promised *
. O & R i
T e Dretiy table filed him with ad-
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And his thoughts flew back to the fair
face he loved so. All the while he had been
abrond she had been growing up Into the
sweet, charming girl he now found her. He
was giad he had not wasted longer time
abroad.

“Next year, old chap, we'll dine together
At Southam Hall, But I'm glad to keep
you company tonight,” he remarked, as they
sat down to dioe,

Julian not forgetting to groeet
Btilen with a pleasant, frank smile.

*Why, Mark, you look younger than
ever ! .

To which Mark bowed. He had been in
good service, and kpew exactly how to be-
have himself.

“It's the same to you, sir, I'm thinklng,"
he =aid. "“But we don't mny of us Erow
younger."

Then the dinner was brought in, and very
excellent It was, But Juliap uotlced how
little Ferdinand nte, also that he seemed to
grow more and more moody #s the courses
succeeded ench other. What had come to
him Jullan scarcely knew, but he grew frac-
tious and peevish, then downright gquarrel-
somie, Opce or twice Jullan had to bite hi=
lips to prevent a hasty answer which might
bave provolked further strife.

And he was drinking o great deal of
wine, that he noticed aléo, his face getting
redder and redder as the dinner progressod.

Julinn heartily wished It over, but thore
was dessert to be got through yet. 1f only
be could hold hi= tongue and not reply to
his cousin’s insulting remarks all might yet
be well. At last came the climux. With an
Insidious smile, Ferdinnnd made some dis-
poraging remark about Fedore Molyneux.

“1 suppose the old woman wanils to trap
you?" he sald coarsely, “She tried for me
till you wsucceeded to the estate. Now, of
course, you are the bigger fish tw land,
That's why she followed you up hers, I
suppose, and brought the pretty Fedore to
balt ber hook with."

A scarnful laugh followed the words.

Julinn, #tung beyond endurance, threw
down hix knife and fork, and sat up
squarely,

“What do you mean by that, Ferdinand?
Apologlze this moment, If you do not wish
me to leave the table and your soclety.”

Ferdionand ¢huckled Inwardly. His scheme
was succeeding beyond his bopes,

“1 shnu't apologize!" he aald, with a
“1 mean every word I sald, They're
2 palr of thém—mother nnd daughter.

Mark

I'll wager. You're an easily gulled fool,
and they know L

The next Instant a pair of strong hands
were at his throat.

“Unsay those words,” sald Julian In his
enr. “Unsay them, or I'll throttle you!"™

The two closed together like a couple of
maniace. But Julian bad the advantage, He
was of taller stature, and more musular
make, Or it might be that hin cousin al-
lowed him the advantage, His blood was
ur. Ferdinand had openly Insulted the
girl he loved, and her mother also.

But he did not know the cunnlng sub-
terfuge with which he was surrounded
After vainly endeavoring to throw him,
Jullan saw his advantage, and with a qulck
movement dashed his adversary back. With
a hoavy crash he fell, his head coming in
contuct with the sharp edge of the fender.
There be lay, prone and motionless, a streak
of blood making its way down his face, and
streaming on to his !mmaculate shirt front

This was the signal. Bo rushed Mark
Stiles, angry and indignant at his room
belng turned, as he expressed It, Into “‘pot-
house and brawling tavern.”

“You've dope it now, Mr. Jullan!" he ex-
claimed. *“By jove, but you've killed him!"

White ne a statue the young man
leaned over the prostrate body.

He placed hix hand upon the heart.
There was not the falotest movement. The
wounded man's jaw weemed to drop, his
head rolled back upon the floor, his eyes
went up till pothing but the whites were
vielble, .

The (wo men stared at each other, divmay
apparently upon the face of both.

“My soul! What shall I do?’ burst at
length from Julian's trembling lips. He
was chaking from head to foot like an
aspen leaf.

“Bolt! Now! This very Instant—while the
coast In clear! Be out of England before
the alarm I8 ralsed. 'Tis  your ouly
safoly——"

“Hut you'll swear It‘'was only an accl-
dent 1" gasped the awestruck Jul!lln.hd"l-{a

o

to the body.

“What'll the police believe of that, Mr.
Julinn? You know as well as I do. If
you don't want to pass the night in a police-
cell—if you don't want to bang by the
bolt and gquickly. Q'I.

neck for murder,
:;olu- you shall Dbave time enough
. -

Before he could reach the door his way

wan barred.
A girl tltrhv.lllrl hair and pale cheeks
room.

preswed into
“Father, father! what means all
noise? Ab, 1" she shrieked in terror at
the sight ahe maw. ]
Her father, '
ber entrance, could pot hide the sikte of the
“A quarrel, Clara. Out of the way
there! Sland the murderer
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